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​Synopsis
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Isabella Cruz didn’t mean to fall in love.

She was supposed to be chasing her dream—an up-and-coming fashion designer trying to survive internships, overpriced coffee, and a grandmother who thinks love is a waste of time unless it comes with a mortgage.

Then she met Ethan Blackwell—the California-born venture capitalist with a jawline sharp enough to cut diamonds and a smile that belonged on magazine covers. Their first encounter in Rome was an accident, the kind of messy collision that leaves red wine on white silk. Their second was a kiss. And nothing was the same after that.

But Ethan’s life wasn’t all glitz and charm. Behind his polished success were secrets—dangerous, unspoken, unforgettable. Every time his lips touched hers, Isabella felt both the promise of forever and the sting of betrayal.

As passion blurs into obsession, and laughter into tears, Isabella must decide: will she stitch her heart back together, or let herself be marked forever by the man whose kisses cut deeper than truth?

Full of humor, heartbreak, and unforgettable emotion, Kisses That Cut launches The Velvet Scars, a sweeping romance-drama series perfect for fans of Colleen Hoover, Emily Henry, and Taylor Jenkins Reid.



​

​“We are all patchwork souls,
stitched together with threads of joy and sorrow.
Some threads are silk, some are scars.
But it is the scars that hold the strongest.”


​Mbiganyi Malidza-



​

​

“For every heart that has loved fiercely,

broken openly,

and dared to hope again.”
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​Chapter 1 – Red Wine & White Silk
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Rome did not care about Isabella Cruz’s budget.

It didn’t care about her internship, her frayed nerves, or the fact that her entire career in fashion could collapse before it even started. Rome cared about cobblestones that caught heels, tourists who blocked sidewalks, and cappuccinos that cost as much as her grandmother’s electricity bill.

Isabella zigzagged through the piazza with a coffee in one hand, a bulging tote bag digging into her shoulder, and her portfolio clutched like a holy relic. Her lungs were burning, her hair was falling out of its bun, and her phone kept buzzing with reminders she didn’t need.

“You’re late,” she muttered to herself in her grandmother’s scolding tone. “Do you think Chanel was late? Do you think Donatella—”

Her heel snagged on the edge of a cobblestone. The coffee lurched. Her body pitched forward.

And she crashed into someone.

Not just anyone. A man in a perfectly pressed suit.

Her coffee cup exploded sideways, baptizing his white shirt and dark silk tie in brown splatters. The sound was loud enough to make a violinist stop mid-note.

“Oh my God!” Isabella shrieked, clutching her portfolio to her chest. “No. No, no, no. I’m so sorry!”

The man looked down at himself. Calm. Too calm. His jawline was sharp, his blue-gray eyes unreadable.

“Well,” he said at last, voice smooth, American. “I was going to buy a new shirt in Milan anyway.”

Isabella gawked. Was that sarcasm? Was this man serious?

“I’ll pay for it,” she stammered. “The shirt. The tie. The trauma therapy. Whatever it takes.”

One corner of his mouth lifted. “You don’t look like you can afford my dry cleaner.”

She gasped. “Wow. Do you practice being insulting, or is this a natural gift?”

A few tourists snickered. Isabella’s cheeks flamed.

The man loosened his tie with infuriating ease. “Relax. It’s just fabric.”

“Just fabric?” Isabella clutched her chest like he’d cursed in church. “That’s like saying Michelangelo’s David is just marble.”

A real smile tugged at his lips. Dangerous. “You’re a designer.”

“How did you—”

“The way you said ‘fabric.’ Anyone else would’ve said shirt.”

Her pulse quickened. She should’ve walked away. She was already late. But before she could escape, he reached into his jacket and slid a card into her hand. Black. Minimalist. Expensive.

Ethan Blackwell.

The name sounded familiar. Tech money? Wall Street? She wasn’t sure, but it screamed rich and untouchable.

“Next time you ruin my wardrobe,” Ethan said, straightening his cufflinks, “let me buy you dinner first.”

Isabella’s mouth fell open. “Dinner? You don’t even know me.”

“That’s the point.” He walked away without looking back.

She stared after him, stunned, the card heavy in her hand.

Absolutely not. Dinner with some billionaire stranger? Her grandmother would disown her.

She shoved the card into her tote and muttered, “Not happening.”

But the spark was already lit.

❖ ❖ ❖

Isabella’s Arrival

By the time she reached the atelier, her lungs were begging for mercy. The receptionist gave her a look that could freeze water.

“You’re late,” the woman said in clipped English.

“I got... delayed,” Isabella panted.

The receptionist’s gaze flicked to the coffee stain on Isabella’s sleeve. “Clearly.”

Inside, the atelier buzzed with energy. Bolts of fabric lined the walls, assistants darted between mannequins, and the head designer barked instructions in Italian. Isabella sank into her corner workstation, cheeks still hot from the piazza incident.

As she spread out her sketches, her phone buzzed again. A voicemail. Grandma.

“Bella, don’t forget to eat. And remember, men are like cheap fabric. They shrink, they fade, and they fall apart after the first wash. Don’t waste your time unless the weave is strong.”

Isabella groaned. “Too late, Grandma.”

❖ ❖ ❖

Ethan’s POV

Across the city, Ethan Blackwell sat in the back of a sleek black car. His assistant handed him a fresh shirt in a garment bag.

“You want me to cancel your meeting in Milan?”

“No,” Ethan said, distracted. He was still thinking about her. The girl with the fire in her eyes. The one who treated his shirt like art and his arrogance like a personal challenge.

Most people either wanted something from him or were too intimidated to speak at all. She’d insulted him without hesitation. It had been... refreshing.

He adjusted his cufflinks and almost smiled.

Coffee stains washed out. Some impressions didn’t.

❖ ❖ ❖

Isabella’s Ending Scene

That night, Isabella collapsed onto her bed, the card still burning in her tote bag. She pulled it out, stared at the clean white letters.

Ethan Blackwell.

She told herself to throw it away. To rip it up. To forget him.

Instead, she slid it under her pillow.

“Stupid,” she muttered, turning off the light.

But her heart was already racing toward trouble.
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​Chapter 2 – The Kiss That Shouldn’t Have Happened
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Isabella Cruz was many things.

Stubborn. Broke. An artist with a sewing machine that wheezed like an asthmatic cat. But she was not—absolutely not—the kind of woman who let herself get distracted by smug billionaires with jawlines sharp enough to qualify as weapons.

At least, that was what she kept telling herself.

By the next night, she had already broken that promise.

She had stumbled into a tiny trattoria near the Spanish Steps. The kind with wooden chairs, checkered tablecloths, and a waiter who looked like he had personally fought Caesar in his youth. Isabella ordered pasta she couldn’t pronounce and tried not to think about the business card burning a hole in her tote.

She was halfway through twirling noodles when the bell above the door jingled.

Her fork froze.

Ethan Blackwell walked in like he owned not just the trattoria, but Rome itself. A fresh suit, clean shirt, no trace of yesterday’s coffee crime. His gaze swept the room and landed on her almost instantly. His smile was subtle, dangerous, and far too confident.

“You,” Isabella muttered, sinking into her chair.

“You,” Ethan echoed, striding toward her. He didn’t ask permission before pulling out the chair across from her. He sat, casual, like it had already been decided.

“What are you doing here?” she hissed.

“Eating,” he said simply. He flagged the waiter with a flick of his hand. “Two glasses of red. The house wine.”

“I didn’t invite you.”

“You didn’t have to.”

She scowled. “Do you always barge into women’s dinners uninvited?”

“Only when they throw coffee at me first,” he said smoothly.

Isabella’s cheeks heated. “That was an accident.”

“Best accident I’ve had all week.” His smile made her stomach twist.

The wine arrived. Ethan raised his glass. “To second chances.”

Reluctantly, she lifted hers. “To better aim.”

Their glasses clinked.

❖ ❖ ❖

The waiter brought bread. Ethan broke it, passed her a piece. Isabella took it warily, like it might explode.

“So,” he said, leaning back, “what’s your story, Isabella Cruz?”

She blinked. “Excuse me?”

“Everyone has one. The version you tell strangers. The one you tell yourself at night. The one you keep locked away.” His eyes glinted. “I want the middle one.”

“Middle one?”

“The one that’s not polished enough for strangers, but not raw enough to break you.”

Isabella stared. “Do you practice sounding mysterious, or is this natural?”

He smirked. “You dodged the question.”

She stabbed her pasta. “Fine. I’m a fashion design student. Well, assistant-slash-intern-slash-gopher. My boss thinks I’m a coat rack with feelings.”

“Where are you from?”

“Los Angeles. But my family’s originally from Mexico. My grandmother raised me. She thinks I should’ve been a doctor, but sewing machines make more sense to me than stethoscopes.”

His expression softened, just slightly. “So you make beauty out of fabric.”

She rolled her eyes. “When I’m not spilling coffee on it.”

Ethan chuckled. “I like that.”

She narrowed her eyes. “What about you?”

“What about me?”

“Your story.”

He sipped his wine. “Born in California. Built a company. Sold it. Invested in a few more. Now I fly too much and sleep too little.”
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